80	6.  Story of the Sixth Statuette — SR
'* If you will give me five gems, then I will take you across." So he gave him five
gems, and crost the river, and came into the king's presence, and gave him (the re-
maining) five jewels. The king said: " Where are the other five ? " Said he: " O
king, that the king's command might not be broken I gave five jewels to be ferried
across the river. For:
 5.	The only aim of royalty is authority; the only aim of asceticism is a life
of chastity; the only aim of learning is complete knowledge; the only aim of
money consists in giving and enjoying it.
 6.	To break the commands of kings, to neglect to pay the honors due to great
men, and to tell the secrets of people, is declared to be the same as killing with-
out a weapon.
O king, fortune is found repeatedly in many, but authority is hard to attain." Hear-
ing this the king was pleased, and gave him the other five jewels.
Therefore, O king, if such generosity is found in you, then mount upon this throne
to your heart's content.
Here ends the fifth story in the Thirty-tioo Tales of the Throne
6. Story of the Sixth Statuette
Vikrama gratifies a lying ascetic
southern kecension of 6
Wten the king was again mounting the throne, another statue said:
" O king, he who has the magnanimity of Vikrama is alone worthy to
mount upon this throne." Bhoja said: " Tell me a tale of his mag-
nanimity." She replied: " Hear, O king.
Once when Vikramaditya was king, at the spring festival in the
month Caitra he went into the Grove of Love with all the women of
his harem, to enjoy himself. In that grove:
L "Since the mango-trees are putting forth feathered shafts
upon shafts with dense cascades of juices, and (with their rustling)
are conversing in reply to the buzzing of the swaying swarms of
the female bees, and (so) are providing an embellishment for the
cries of the cuckoos in their self-centered sport; therefore the
great festival of (the spring-month) Caitra is spread far and wide."
So they proclaimed on all sides.	And likewise:
2. Carried by a gentle breeze from sandalwood trees, the pollen
made dense (the air of) the highest heaven, and the charming
young mango shrub spread gladness around, its easy-yielding
twigs swaying with the touch of bees' wings.
In this Grove of Love, adorned with such various sorts of trees and
floweirs, in a playhouse fragrant with different kinds of incense and

